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Oh man, what an awful title. This thing has been laying around for months as ‘Untitled’ but since | knew I'd 
eventually be posting this, | just titled it with everything that happens. It's a litle bit long and.. sort of a crack 


fic? | don't know. Some parts are nonsensical but some parts are actually pretty legit. 
1995/ Zyklon-B era. 


"Christ, these lyrics." Tomas laughs as they pass the soggy hilroy around. 


"I like them." Vegard shrugs, "I like ‘em too." Bjørn pitches in. 


"Aye." Kjetil-Vidar agrees, "I've never really done shit like this before." 
Tomas laughs again, biting his thumb as he reads through the lyrics one more time. Seriously, Bard? He thinks, 
catching the mustard stains and arrows pointing towards a particular song. You've got F years sitting on your 


head and this is what you chose to do with your time? Write lyrics about how youre still a homocidal maniac? 


Tomas takes another sip of beer, thinking about his own upcoming prison sentence. He passes the thin notebook 
back to Vegard, who passes it over to Bjørn, 


"You wanna sing this?" Vegard asks him casually, tapping ashes off his cigarette before he takes another drag. 


"Fuck yeah, | do." Bjørn says like it's a stupid question 


"It's settled then. Let's all take a moment to bless Bard and his sick, sick sense of humour." Vegard announces 
but Tomas is still a little apprehensive.. 


‘Out of all the things you could've given us, you've given us this" Tomas says next time he visits Bard at 


Ullersmo. Tomas slaps the notebook down in front of Bard, who's grinning ear to ear. 


“Surprised, Tommy?" He chortles, feeling like the goddamn king of all things grotesque as Tomas makes a ‘tch' 


noise. 
"Not surprised enough.’ And Tomas sits on the pull-out chair parallel to him. 


Bard rocks on his seat, "Yeaaaap, well, Kjetil gave me one mission and that was to write the most shocking, 


degenerate lyrics | could" He announces, crossing his arms behind his head. 


"| figured." Tomas nods, resting his jaw against his palm, puffing his cheeks out like a blowfish. Man, Tomas 


can't say he ever gets used to having to make all these elaborate appointments to see his friend.. 


"Plus, Vegard came in with his girl and they told me it wasn't gross enough, so | made them grosser." Bard 


adds at the last minute. 

Tomas stops for a second, "Vegard came over... with his girlfriend?" 

He didn't even know Vegard lost his virginity, let got a girlfriend! 

"Uhh... yeah?" Bard says with a nervous chuckle, tilting his head, "H-he didn't tell you he had one or..?" 
"Yeah.. No, He didn't tell me." Tomas confirms as he leans back, rethinking his entire life. 


"Is he stil pissed at you for quote ‘sabotaging Emperor's Imperial legacy'?" Bard laughs, looking slightly less out 


of his element. Okay, so, maybe the Imperial is a little extra, but the gist is still there. 


"| thought he was over it but | guess not." Tomas mumbles before shaking it off- he'll settle this with Vegard 
later. He and Bard talk about current affairs and how he's doing in jail. He says he's doing good now and tells 
Tomas that since his conviction is relatively short, he's probably gonna have a lot of freedom. A lot more 


freedom than Bard gets, that's for sure. 


"Just remember not to drop the soap.” Bard winks, snickering at the red look on Tomas’ face. Then, their time 
together is up and Tomas watches as Bard makes pleasant small-talk with the guards. Tomas looks Bard up and 
down as he's walking away. It's only been a year but Bard has gone from skinny-fat to the Pillsbury Doughboy 


on fucking steroids. Huh, Tomas thinks, looking down at his own skinny frame, maybe prison won't be so bad.. 


"Why don't you want to do guitar?" Kjetil-Vidar asks Vegard next weekend. This time they're hanging out in 
Tomas’ flat and Vegard is playing his synth in the tune of some classical music piece that Tomas doesn't care 


enough to remember. He knows it's one of Vegard's favourites though, because he always plays it. 


"Tomas can handle guitars and bass." Vegard responds, shrugging his shoulders as Tomas grunts, "Yup..." from 
his spot on the couch. 


The more it steeps the more it pisses Tomas off that Vegard didn't tell him about his girlfriend. Why not? 
Tomas called Vegard right after he lost his virginity! Literally! He rolled the condom off of his penis, chucked it 
in the trash bin and then ran like Speedy Gonzaes right for the telephone to scream to Vegard about how he, 
Tomas Thormodsæter Haugen, just got laid for the first ever time. Isn't Vegard supposed to extend that 


treatement? 


They're waiting on Bjørn to arrive and once he does, they talk logistics, recordings and share some ideas before 
proceeding to get drunk and high. 


"Why didn't you tell me you had a girlfriend?" Tomas asks once the others are gone and its only him and 
Vegard. Vegard's waltzing around his kitchen, looking for something to eat. 


"| didn't fucking feel like it.." he replies, his voice coming out slow as he spits apple seeds into the garbage can. 
"Is she fat?" Tomas asks worriedly. 

"No." Vegard shakes his head. 

"Is she ugly?" 


"Like your mother? No" Vegard mumbles, stumbling around as he lights himself a cigarette, nearly lighting his 


entire head on fire. He braces himself against the doorframe. 


"Like | said, | just didn't feel like telling you." Vegard shrugs, earning a harumph from Tomas, who rolls over on 
his side. 


"Can we order a pizza?" Vegard asks as Tomas glares daggers at the television screen- it airs The Racoons, 


some shitty Canadian cartoon. 


"Why? So that | can add ‘possession of marijuana’ under my list of criminal convictions, get an extra six 
months, never hear the end of it from my parents and, as it turns out, you?" Actually, pizza would be rice. 
There should be a Mcdonald's somewhere down the road so when Tomas sobers up a little -If greasy 
American fast food still appeals to him- he can go there. Fuck Vegard though, he can order his goddamn pizza 


in his own house. 


"Hey, that's on you." Vegard snorts, folding his arms. His hair is in his face but Tomas can see him staring at 


him between his wild curls. 

"Yeah, | fucked up. Sue me." Scoffs Tomas for what is most likely the eighty-millonth time. His face is smushed 
awkwardly against the couch cushion, puckering his lips up like a fish. Tomas wishes Vegard wouldn't stare at 
him when he's like that. 

"At least I'm not an petty bitch like you." Tomas adds in what he thinks is under his breath. 


Its not. 


lm a petty bitch?" Vegard laughs, using his hand to flip his hair back. Tomas wishes Vegard wouldn't do that 
either. 


"The first thing | did after losing my virginity was call youl" Tomas cries and it occurs to him what a piss poor 


point that is- Vegard didn't exactly ask Tomas to, he sort of just did. 


"Cute, but I'm still a virgin. l'm going to order a pizza, fuck you. Now | don't care if you get another six 
months." He announces, taking the home phone out of its cradle and dialling a local pizzeria as Tomas’ eyeballs 


are busy popping out. 


"What do you mean you're still a virgin?" Tomas says, looking at Vegard like he suddenly sprouted a second 
head. What does that even mean? 


"It means l'm still a virgin" Vegard shrugs, before the pizza shop answers, “Hello, can | get..." 


Tomas continues to stare at Vegard like he's a Martian. He's twenty years old, just how has he never had sex? 
Does he have a problem ‘down there’? Does he have a micropenis? Does his dick smell like rank Quark or 


something? ls Vegard actually a woman in drag? Vegardette or whatnot? 


"| call bullshit." Tomas accuses, waving his finger as Vegard puts the phone down. 
"Why?" He furrows his eyebrows. 
"Because | have a hard time believing that no one has ever touched your dick" 


"Well.No one has." Vegard says airily, humming as he walks around and tidies up Tomas' -honestly quite 
disgusting- living condition. He throws a dirty sock at Tomas' head, 


| mean, boo hoo, no ones ever touched my dick. | have a working hand." He snickers as Tomas flails it off, 


kicking it far, far away from him. His attention is back to Vegard, 
"You've never touched a woman?" He gasps, his mouth open like a fish flopping out of water. 
"Does accidentally groping my sister count?" 


"Uh..No?" 


"Hmm.. seems like | haven't then. Oh well" Vegars shrugs happily and Tomas wonders if how sexually repressed 
Vegard must be to convince himself he's alright with that fact. 


The pizza arrives and by then Tomas is in an even worse mood. He watches Vegard stuff his mouth full off 


pizza and groan like a fucking pornstar. 
"You should just lose it, it's embarrassing how you're twenty and still have your cherry intact. Like, I'm sitting 
here right now, and I'm embarrassed for you, man" He rants, his nose wrinkling at the way Vegard 


deepthroats pizza. Dirty bastard. Always wearing tight leather. Ugh. And he's a virgin too! Double-Ugh, 


Vegard finishes chewing, gracefully wiping grease off of the corner of his lips before replying, "First off, 
Tomas, | don't have a hymen. Second off, why is it such a big deal to you?" 


"Women don't want an inexperienced man." Tomas hisses. Seriously, how the fuck is he still a virgin? 
"Women don't want a criminal either." Vegard points out, his eyes narrowing. 


"Whaaaatever,” Tomas moans, looking at the ceiling. He crosses his arms beneath his head, "Sex feels good. Sex 


is what we were out on this planet to do-" 
"Says the guy who got all weird about the ‘Necro-songs'." Tomas graciously ignores Vegard, 


"— Just lose your virginity with that skank you're dating and call it a day." 


He hears Vegard laugh, "You're actually bitter about this!" 

"Fuck you." Tomas spits. 

With a sigh, Vegard gets up and walks -more like stumbles- over to him. Tomas is way too drunk, high and 
bloated with pizza to fully consider what Vegard might be planning to do. Hit him, maybe? If he hits Tomas, 
Tomas will most likely pop like a balloon, which will be very difficult for Vegard to explain to the authorities. 
That would probably be the ultimate payback for the ultimate price on another hand, unless Vegard manages 


to convince the Norwegian media that Tomas spontaneously combusted.. 


As Tomas continues to go off the mental deep end, Vegard gets down on his knees and begins clumsily 


unbuttoning his jeans. 


"Woah! Woah! What the fuck are you doing?!" He cries, scrambling backwards. Vegard uses the motion to tug 
his pants down, effectively exposing Tomas to him. 


His face turns the colour of a ripe tomato whilst Vegard's remains annoyingly apathetic. 
"You said you wanted me to hurry up and do it" He says, grabbing Tomas' limp dick. 


"Wow, it's actually very small" He purses his lips. What? Is Vegard a size queen all of a sudden? Is Vegard 


really in a position to be complaining? 

"That's because it's not hard- since you're touching it. What kind of logic is this?!" 

Tomas gasps as Vegard takes it all into his mouth. Well, that quickly disproves Tomas’ earlier claim, it's 
definitely getting hard now and the sound he makes makes him sound like a dying seal was just thrown into a 
bucket of ice water. 

His toes curl instinctively, breathing heavy as Vegard braces a hand against his inner thigh, the tip of his long 
nail jabbing into his flesh. He recoils and sinks his mouth back down over Tomas’ shaft, hair falling over his 


face. 


Now, Vegard's lips are thin and pretty much nonexistent and he's clearly a complete amateur, but somehow.. 


it's still sort of hot. 

Tomas wants to kill himself just about the same amount as he wants to cum. 
Shit 

Fuck. 


Fuck this shit 


Oh god no. 
Oh god no no no noll 


Vegard's mouth is all nice and warm and he figures out relatively quick that blowjob aren't supposed to be 
toothy. Thus, its at the very least not painful. It's not painful at all, actually. Is very un-painful Vegard keeps 
his eyes closed because he's either enjoying this or because his blush is causing the alcohol to evaporate but, 


as Tomas knows best, Vegard Tveitan always finishes what he starts. 


Tomas makes a vague mewling noise, kind of like a strangled kitten as Vegard's hand moves to his stomach, 
getting up to take more down his throat. If Vegard can deepthroat pizza, he sure as hell can deepthroat dick 


too. 
Tomas' hands outright lose themselves in his hair. Ohgodyes. Oooohhhgodyes. 
Vegard is literally the best at sucking dick. he's literally the fucking beeest- 


Tomas’ kind thoughts are cut off when he feels Vegard's teeth bite at the base of his penis. What is really 
just a slight, purposeful brush feels like Vegard is about to extract his revenge for the mess Tomas has made 


out of Emperor by effectively severing his manhood Tomas’ internal panic alarm goes off. 


He fists Vegard's hair, pulling it sharply, "Calm yourself, Satan" He snaps and Vegard's subsequent moan goes 
straight to his cock, adrenaline pumping in their veins as he licks the bite marks apologetically. 


Everything that follows is pure lust. Vegard seizes him by throat, forcing his mouth on Tomas’ as he spits his 
load into his mouth. Despite muffled protests and flailing fists, Vegard forces Tomas, who feels like his eyes 


are about to explode, to swallow his own mess down. 


"There goes my virginity." Vegard says dryly, clapping his hands together before wiping his mouth on the back 
of his palm. Tomas can barely manage more than pants, curling up on the couch as he looks up at Vegard with 
wide eyes and dilating pupils. He feels like a little schoolgirl in a skimpy uniform and Vegard looks vaguely like a 


peverted teacher.. Which is an ironic sentiment, isn't it? 
He clutches his balls for protection. 


"lm going home, finish the pizza" Vegard says, and promptly makes do on the promise, leaving Tomas alone to 
mull over what the fuck just happened. He finishes the pizza, watches another godforsaken episode of The 
Racoon, throws up, takes a shower, and crashes out on the couch before waking up and going to Mcdonalds 
anyway. As Tomas is squirting mayonnaise onto his tray to go along with his fries, he's suddenly reminded of 
his own dick and Vegard's mouth on his dick. 


Tomas gasps, splutters, and drops his order on his lap, covering his crotch in mayonnaise. 


"You look like hell” Bard points out the next time Tomas visits- which is roughly four days later. Tomas 
seriously considered not visiting considering what Bard is imprioned for but after four days of little to no 


sleep, Tomas needed Bard's black hole sun of a personality to survive. 
‘Ive been to ‘Hell." Tomas says dryly, crashing down on the chair in front of Bard. 


"Don't quit your day job." He hums, sketching another stick-figure threesome into his drawing pad, chewing on 
the eraser tip. 


"Also, Vegard told me to tell you that he doesn't actually have a girlfriend" Bard says simply, resting his cheek 
on his fist as Tomas falls into an abyss, the words Vegard doesn't actually have a girlfriend, Vegard doesn't 
actually have a girlfriend echoing behind him. 


"What?" Tomas says as he snaps back into reality, although it actually sounds more like, wor 


"He just wanted to piss you off ‘cause to quote him he's a ‘petty bitch’, but apparently you took the joke too 


seriously." 


"/ took the joke too seriously?!" Tomas cries, standing up. His face turns bright red, slamming his fists against 


the table. 
"/ TOOK THE JOKE TOO SERIOUSLY?!" Tomas shrieks on top of his lungs. 


Vegard was the one who got down on his knees and blew him!! VEGARD WAS THE ONE WHO TOOK THINGS WAY 
TOO FUCKING FARII 


"Woah! Calm down, Tom!" Bard holds up his hands, before calling after Tomas as he stomps out of the visiting 


cell. 


"Waitll Where are you going?!" Bard shouts after him, before sighing and sitting back down in his seat. Crap. 
Now he only has Øystein's ghost to chat with- at least he hopes it's Bystein's ghost. 


"Ten bucks say they're fucking.’ Øystein says, suddenly materializing in thin air. He sits on the table in front of 
Bard, looking like he's twenty-five again, minus all the blood and guts. 


"Make it fifty- dirty faggots." He scoffs, ironically drawing two stick figures 64-ing, still unsure whether this is 
really Øystein or some kind of food poisoning-related hallucination. The food in Ullersmo is pretty much toxic 


waste. 


Tomas makes it to Notodden in forty minutes, formulating an elaborate plan to assassinate Vegard as he 


sneakily drives up the fjords. 


Tomas is going to absolutely decimate Vegard. He's going to find a tank of literal Zyklon-B and he's going to gas 
Vegard Sverre Tveitan with it. Fucker! Fucker! Fucker! Fuuuucker!ll/ 


"What are you doing here, Tomas?" Vegard pokes his head in, suddenly materializing in the back seat of his car. 


Tomas feels the fury of a thousand men build up in him. There he is. That bastard! That cock-sucking bastard! 


"You FUCKER!" Tomas shrieks, pouncing on Vegard, grabbing him by his throat and rattling him like a pool 


noodle. He screams various obscenities and insults as Vegard makes choking noises and grabs his wrists. 
"Calm down! Calm down! You're going to kill me!" Vegard hisses, his face scrunched with strain 

"Good!" Tomas laughs maniacally as Vegard raises his fist and punches him off, gasping as he rubs his throat. 
"What do you fucking want? You know this is private property, right?" Vegard snaps. He's not wearing any 
makeup today; he's in blue jeans and a Mercyful Fate T-Shirt. Tomas goes dizzy when his eyes trail down 
Vegard's scowling lips. My dick was in his mouth 

He has a good mouth Tomas thinks clumsily, biting his own lip. 


‘tr. 


‘Oh god, he's probably here to kill me: Realizes Vegard, spotting the rope in the front seat. Well, he decides he 
might as well make his death worthwhile.. 


Tomas is probably still too stupid to comprehend human emotions, even his own. 


"What?" Tomas asks softly, unaware of whats going on until he feels Vegard's hand tuck his hair behind his 


ear. 


"You're not.. particularly good with your feelings, are you?" He sighs, sounding sympathic and thus, incredibly 


un-Vegard. Tomas shakes his head, his mind stuck in a loop. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck Oh fuck. 


"Neither am |, so its good, | guess." Vegard says, as if that wasn't very obvious. His fingers are on the sharp 


jut of Tomas’ cheekbone, pressing gently as one of his knees slides over Tomas legs. 


"You know.. the thing that's pissing me off most about your sentence is that it means | won't be able to hang 
with you as much as | like.. or do shitty projects with you whenever | feel like it" Vegard admits after taking a 


deep breath. 

"Really?" 

"Yeah" He leans in and kisses Tomas gently, before pulling back to study his expression 
“What'd you do that for?" Tomas whispers, his blush becoming just as deep as Vegard's 


"I just felt like it” And he leans in and does it again and this time Tomas slowly kisses Vegard back. The feeling 
of their mouths doing something other than arguing is a new sensation. It's not a bad sensation though. Tomas’ 
heart pulls like taffy as Vegard's long legs wrap around his waist, ankles locking as Tomas’ hands clasp his hips. 
He sighs, trying for air as Vegard's tongue pushes past his lips. Tomas’ chest quivers with something hot, 
feeling spit drip down the side of his jaw. Vegard thumbs it away before his hands reach down and grasp the 
hem of his t shirt, pulling it over his head and throwing it into the front seats. 


His skin is so taut and smooth, Vegard's fingers pick at Tomas’ own t shirt, forcing him to discard it. The 
feeling of his skin pressed up against his is indescribable, the resulting groan comes from someplace deep 
within Tomas as Vegard pecks down his jaw. 

'| wasn't lying by the way..." he whispers hotly, his voice vibrating deep in Tomas’ ear. 

"| am a virgin. You can change that if you like.. since you think,that it's something to be ashamed of" Somehow 
its a very tantalizing offer, plucking away any remaining petals of innocence off of him. Tomas moans softly at 
the idea, feeling long fingers touch his face tenderly- 


And that's precisely when Tomas’ panic alarm goes off. 


Oh no, its Vegard. He's not in the backseat of his car with some hot gothic babe wearing Cradle of Filth 
panties. He's in the backseat of his car with Vegard 


Is this a confession? Is Vegard into him lke that? ls that fact that he's getting hard at the thought of taking 
Vegard's virginity whilst Vegard is currently sitting on his lap proof that he's into Vegard as well? 


Tomas balks at the idea. 

"L. | can't." 

"Don't be such a pussy. If you can drive all the way to Notodden with the intent of murdering me, you can 
take away my virginity." Vegard argues, his tone still somewhat of a sensuous purr. His lips latch onto Tomas' 


Adam's apple, suckling hard enough to make him cry out. 


| have a girlfriend, Vegard" He halts him again, suddenly rermmebing this eensy weensy teeny tiny little fact. 


"She lives in Germany, | live here. So what?" Vegard circles his tongue around the lovebite, his hands feeling up 
Tomas’ chest, playing with his necklaces. Vegard tugs gently, bringing his throat closer and sucking a new patch 
of quivering flesh.. 


Good point. Very, very good point. They don't talk really often -actually, Tomas can't remember the last time 
they spoke- and Tomas feels really differently about her twenty-one than he did at nineteen but... Fuck it, 


Tomas is a pussy. 


He braces his hands on Vegard's shoulders and pushes him away- for good this time. Vegard's subsequent 
expression is a combination of betrayal, hurt and embarrassment and Tomas instantly feels bad. 


"We can't, come on, it's weird! You sucked my dick cause you were drunk and | let you cause | was drunk. Let's 
keep it at that, | don't want shit to get complicated between us." He so-eloquently explains and Vegara's face 
twists with even more pain, making him look like a kicked puppy. 


"Shits already complicated between us, but fine." He hisses prying Tomas hands off of him and getting out of 


the car. 


It might just be the worst thing Tomas could've possibly thought to have done but he sticks his head out and 


shouts, "Vegard! Wait!" as he's marching towards his cabin. 


"Yeah?" Vegard turns around, looking hopeful. Fuuuuuck. He looks like one of those anime girls, his hair flipping 
back in the breeze as the leaves swirl around him. 


"You left your shirt in my car!" Tomas hurls half of his body out the car window, waving around Vegara's 


Mercyful Fate t-shirt: 
Vegard's eyes fill with pure homocidal rage. 


"My house is RIGHT FUCKING THERE!" He shrieks, pointing at his cabin just a few meters away, "| don't give a 
shitll" 


Tomas drops his arms in exasperation as Vegard continues the walk of shame to his cabin. He slams the door 
loud enough for Tomas to hear it from the car. 


Driving all the way back home, Tomas wonders why his heart feels so bloated, it's like its constipated. He 
wishes his heart would just hurry up and fart already, before realizing how stupid of a thought that is- along 
with cuddling up to Vegard's sweaty Mercyful Fate t shirt. That's pretty fucking stupid too. 


Well, that's not a situation Tomas ever thought he'd be in, huffing another man's BO. Huffing Vegara's BO, after 


Vegard asked him to lose his virginity to him and blowing him on his couch a few days prior... 

That changes everything, doesn't it? Vegard wants him. Tomas doesn't know why repeating it to himself makes 
him feel so giddy. Vegard likes him. Vegard likes him. Vegard doesn’t actually hate him at all and doesn't think less 
of him for going to prison! He's just pissy cause it means they won't hang out like they used to.. 

With a defeated sigh, Tomas dials his girlfriend's number and waits for the phone to ring. 

"Hey babe." 


Her voice sounds confused, "Tomas..?" 


"| cheated on you, l'm so sorry." He apologizes, screwing his eyes shut and waiting for her to scream at him 


that he's a faithless loser, a snot-nosed donkey and a dirty bastard 

"Oh.well. Er.. fuck you | guess? | honestly thought we were already over.” 

Now it's Tomas’ turn to feel confused, "What do you mean? Did | drurk-dial you or something?" 
"Tomas... its been SX MONTHS since we last spoke." 


Tomas proceeds to get drunk, order himself another pizza, contract food poisoning and ends up barricading 
himself in his bathroom for a week 


"So," Bard says the next time Tomas is well enough to visit Ullersmo, "Me and Øystein have decided to give you 
and Vegard our blessing to fuck." 


Tomas looks at him weirdly, "what do you mean..?" 


"Exactly what | just said" Bard tells him with a nod of conviction as if, yes, uhuh there's nothing weird about 
what | just said Nothing at all 


"Bard. Euronymous is dead" Tomas says gently, putting a hand on his shoulder lest he has over-estimated just 
how far into the grieving process Bard is and Bard is about to go into shock. 


"I know." Bard nods, not reacting to the soothing hand gently going pat-pat-pat on his shoulder. Bard spends the 
rest of the time talking normally and telling him about something stupid that Kjetil-Vidar did that Tomas 
already knows about. Back home, Tomas googles the symptoms of Schizophrenia with his brand-new, dial-up 


computer- as well as the symptoms of sfomach cancer. 


Due to Tomas’ unfortunate case of food poisoning, Zyklon-B's rehearsal is set back another week. When Tomas 
finally does reemerge out of the woodworks everyone's just glad he's alright. Well, everyone except Vegard, 


Vegard is only half-glad Tomas isn’t dead. 
"Wow, you look like shit" He says callously as he passes Tomas on his way to the keyboards. 


‘Its funny you should say that when | couldn't give a single shit if | tried" Tomas says before noticing the 
hurt look the crosses Vegard's face, 


"Uhh... l'm actually being serious. My bowels are pretty much empty." Tomas backtracks. Vegard's expression 
quickly turns disgusted, "Ew." and he stomps off. 


So outside of this, practice itself goes relatively well. It begins to go downhill when it turns out Bjørn brought 
over a Barbie Kareoke machine with TRVE KVLT KAREOKE spray painted over with a pentagram. 


"That's so retarded." Says Tomas as Bjørn snickers, "Too kvit for kareoke?" 
Kjetil-Vidar and Vegard are already singing a black metal cover of a Barbie song. 


"Exactly." He deadpans and Kjetil-Vidar runs over to his drums to accompany Vegard's cacophonous shrieking 
about the power of friendship and being a Barbie girl. He flips his hair back in the way Tomas wishes he 


wouldn't and continues to howl. 


Tomas stubbornly crosses his arms and glares as Bjørn joins in on the madness, headbanging to an admittedly 
catchy black metal Barbie cover. Tomas sighs, watching Vegard dance around and be happy. Christ, it's so 
annoying the way Vegard can be dancing around to Barbie songs and Tomas can still kind-of respect him. It's 
awful. He looks so cute and its so awful. 


Its even awful-er when they turn on the radio and that shitty Dead or Alive song is playing. 


"All | know is that to me 
You look lke youre lots of fun 
Open up your lovin’ arms 


Watch out, here | come" 


"You're so fucking boring, Tomas!" Kjetil-Vidar mocks, dropping his drumsticks to grab Tomas’ wrists. He jumps 


up and down to inspire Tomas to do the same. Tomas’ eyes narrow into slits. 


"Yeah! Don't act like you're cooler than we are!" Bjørn shouts, pushing him hard into Kjetil-Vidar, who laughs 


like crazy. 
"Posers!" He shouts at them both, his face turning red. 


"If we're posers, so are youl" Kjetil-Vidar proclaims, wrapping his arm around Tomas’ shoulder and pressing a 


big, wet kiss onto his cheek. 


"Euirghhhh." He moans, wiping his slobbery cheek before sneaking a glance at Vegard. He's glaring at them both 
but the moment their eyes meet, Vegard's look quickly disappears and he begins to ignore it again, going back 
to his duty as chief serenader 


" want your looooo000000ve 


| want your looooo000000ve" 


Tomas feels an odd, inexplicable surge of irritation What the fuck? Where's the petty hissy-fit? Vegard is 
supposed to pull a hissy-fit in front of their friends and then have to make up some shitty excuse for it! Why 
is Vegard being mature and classy about this? 


Irrationally pissed out of his mind, Tomas breaks free of Kjetil-Vidar's embrace and goes to dance with Vegard, 


Am | seriously the one getting mad over this? He wonders to himself in a rare moment of self awareness. He 


takes Vegard's free hand and flails it around, not missing the angry look on his face. 
"Yeah! Go Tomas!" The others laugh. 


"You spin me right round, baby, right ‘round 
Like a record, baby, right ‘round, ‘round, ‘round 
You spin me night ‘round, baby, right round 
Like a record, baby, right ‘round, ‘round, 'round" 


"Stop it" Vegard hisses through his teeth. 


"No." Tomas whispers back, proud of himself for getting beneath Vegara's skin, not that he's ever had trouble 
doing that before. 


Vegard's look is wrathful but the other guys are on them too fast for him to do anything about it, so he 


bottles up his rage and saves it for later. 


"You!" Vegard shouts once Kjetil-Vidar and Bjørn have fucked off. He stomps back into the rehearsal space as 


Tomas is changing the strings to his guitar. 


"You can't just let it die, can you? You have to make fun of me in front of the others too!" He shouts, his 


face all red. 


Tomas doesn't think he's ever seen Vegard so emotional over anything, he gets that strange fuzzy feeling again 


as Vegard's curls bounce on his way over to him. 


"You," He jabs Tomas’ shoulder, "just," jab "have to," jab "rub," jab "it," jab "inll" There's steam coming out of 
Vegard's ears. He rants about how awful and terrible Tomas is and how he hates him and how he hates that 
he likes him the way he does because honestly life would be so much fucking easier for Vegard if he didn't like 
an insensitive idiot like Tomas who makes shitty life choices like eating too much sardine pizza and burning 


down churches and getting himself in trouble with the law and- and- 


Tomas does the only logical thing that comes to mind and that is to put his hand on the back of Vegard's neck 
and kiss him hard. 


"I'm sorry for what | said earlier.” He hits their foreheads together, something inside of him quivering at the 
way Vegard's face is so flushed. Searching for the right words, Tomas continues to stutter out, 


"It also turns out that if you don't call your girlfriend for six months she takes it as a breakup so l'm sorry 
about this too." He sighs, "I'm also sorry | didn't tell you all of this earlier but | had e-coli and if | called you in 
the midsts of shitting my guts out that would be a total mood-killer. | also figured an email would be even 
worse and you'd show up to my doorstep with a knife and then I'd be defenseless." 

"The fact that you're telling me about your fucking food poisoning is a mood-killer." Vegard grumbles, 

‘I'm sorry." Tomas says, "It seems like I.really like you too, Vegard." 

"Good." He mumbles, looking at the floor below. 


"Just good?" 


"What am | supposed to say? Horrible? Terrible? Here comes Armageddon? The end is nigh?" Vegard snaps, 
"Just stop apologizing and kiss me." 


Tomas decides he can do that, feeling kind of awkward about the fact that Vegard is slightly taller. Whatever. 


He drives Vegard against the wall, kissing away the gasp as Tomas keeps him pinned. 
"Hiii." 


"Stop with the fucking panache already." Vegard hisses impatiently, winding his fingers on the inverted cross 


around Tomas' neck and using it as a leash. He kisses him hard and clumsy, still unsure of how to breathe 


properly. It's sweet though, especially with how easily excitable he is. It looks like it takes very little to get 
Vegard going. 


Tomas slowly places a trembling hand over Vegard's crotch, rubbing gently to see what he'll do. He moans and 


instantly pushes Tomas’ wrist closer. Tomas’ own dick goes zero to one hundred, his fingers slipping into the 


waistband and grabbing a hold of what he finds there. 

Vegard groans as Tomas strokes him, resting his head on his shoulder. He quivers, kissing his neck 
encouragingly as Tomas continues to jack him off. His free hand goes to unbutton his pants, freeing his cock to 
pleasure him more efficiently. 


It has a positive effect, he's moaning like a whore, both turned on and embarrassed. 


It's nice to see Vegard act like something other than a self-assured bastard and somehow it's better because 


no ones ever touched him before- Tomas gets to see it first. He gets to have Vegard before anybody else. 


He kisses him harder, tongue in Vegara's mouth as his legs tremble. Tomas braces Vegard's back against the 


wall, biting the curve of his neck, feeling him cum with a soft grunt. 
They stay like that for a few seconds, with Tomas lazily taking in Vegard's deep breaths, the warmth of his 
exposed skin on his palm. Vegard's hand touches Tomas’ back, fingers sliding down his delicate spine before his 


fist curls, signaling that Tomas should probably get off now. 


“There's a first time for everything.” Mumbles Tomas to fill up the silence, grabbing a Kleenex to wipe the 
cum off of the floor. 


Vegard doesn't answer, sidestepping Tomas as he smokes a cigarette with crossed arms. 
"Can | come over?" Tomas asks, almost out of nowhere, not bothering to hide his intentions. 
Vegard looks out the window, opening his mouth before closing it. 


"Yeah, sure.. Of course.” 


The next morning, Tomas wakes up in a bed he very much recognizes as Vegard's. It takes him a few seconds 
to remember everything that's happened last night but when he does he's a strange mix of overjoyed and 
mortified. His fingers bunch into the sheets, already wondering how to approach this morning-after bullshit. 


Does he hug Vegard from behind and whisper something of the works of ‘Good morning, handsome’? 
Does he waltz down the stairs, smooth and cool as a cucumber asking Vegard ‘What's good, homie-g?' 
Does he literally pretend nothing happened? 

Does he smile? 

Does he sit in this bed for all eternity? 

Tomas doesn't get too far before Vegard comes into the bedroom to check up on him. 

"Still sleeping?” Asks Vegard, placing a hand on the small of Tomas‘ back Or we can just go with that 
"Uh-huh..." he mumbles, closing his eyes when he feels Vegard lean down and kiss his temple. 


"Well, if you wake up now I'll take you out to breakfast." He chuckles warmly, sitting down next to Tomas as his 


fingers card his hair. 


"And if | don't?" Tomas asks, hoping Vegard will lie with him just a little bit longer so that they could really 


figure out what this romance business is about. 


"I'l spill cold water on you." Vegard says instead, his tone turning cold as he slaps Tomas' back as if to say get 


up, boy.’ 
Needless to say.. Tomas chooses the former. 


The End 


